THE    MEMOIRS    OF
upon the others to follow suit, he set fire to the scrubby
thicket in which the blacks were concealed.
Smith and McCoy snatched up flaming sticks and ran
hither and thither setting fire to different parts of the scrub,
until flames were leaping from a dozen points of the
dry undergrowth. The wind was blowing into the thicket
and carried the fire swiftly among the fleeing aborigines,
whose screams and yells were terrible to hear. Soon the
trees were alight, flaming like giant torches, while the
fire roared, crackled and hissed with occasional explo-
sions of pent-up air to add to the alarm and terror of the
scene.
Some of the bolder natives charged out of the sudden fur-
nace. Two or three were shot as they came out, and the
remainder fled panic-stricken in the direction of their camp.
The fire, having burnt out the immediate neighbourhood,
could be seen leaping eastward, its glow lighting up the
sky for miles.
While Rashleigh looked on, appalled at the lengths to
which these lawless desperadoes were prepared to go, his
imagination shocked by the possibilities of human suffering
and loss along the trail of the fire, Foxley burst into a savage
laugh of exultation.
*They say that a burned child dreads the fire/ he said
callously, 'and if that's so we can get on with our supper
without any fear of them black beggars coming back to dis-
turb us.'
"I'm not so sure about that/ said McCoy. 'Maybe they'll
come after us for revenge. I've heard say that the blacks in
these parts will trail an enemy hundreds of miles for a chance
to get even with him.'
'Well, well, perhaps so/ answered Foxley easily. 'All
we've got to do is to keep a sharp look-out. But I don't think
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